THE CARDIFF SWINDLE. 


So 


Brother Matthews, let us sing ; 
Brother Birch, give out the hymn ; 
Pastor Watkiss, let us pray— 
Brother Ashton’s cut away. 


We mourn for the loss of the painter boy, 
That done us all so clever ; 

Some folks say we shall catch him again— 
But, “ Not for Joe,” no, never! 


Brother Davies, you can see 

Tbat Brother Ashton’s crossed the sea ; 
We shall catch him by and bye, 

So, Brother Davies, do not ery. 


Pastor Watkiss is nearly mad, 

For Ashton served him far too bad ; 
Brother Cory heard it soon, 

And leaped for joy around the room. 


Brother Matthews is a chump, 
Brother Ashton is a trump : 

He walked around them all so nice, 
Not forgetting Professor Price. 


Ashton took them off to Hull, 

I think they must have been quite dull, 
For building castles in the air, 

When he had not a meg to spare. 


Now, Ashton had it in his head, 
When he could get them off to bed, 
He would get up some time at night, 
And get away before daylight. 


They went to bed all right that night, 
When Matthews woke up in "hell of a fright; 
«*Pon my word, old Ashton’s gone— 
Tl have to put my watch in pawn!” 


If you don’t believe my rhyme is true, 
Go to Mr. Marks, the Jew, 

He will tell you to his cost 

Of £80 that he has lost. 


Now, after we have sung this hymn, 
Pastor Watkiss pray for him, 
Who gave you a gold watch and chain, 
And had to give it back again. 
AMEN. 





